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    Every single thing could explain every single thing.—Honor Levy, 26 June 2024, Red Scare, ‘Honor Roll w/ Honor Levy’

    Electric speeds create centers everywhere.—Marshall McLuhan

    I could see where Don DeLillo was coming from: the crowd, the broadcast, the clip you watch over and over, Hitler studies, LHO.—Laurent Oyler

    We are in FUCK CITY.—Ari Emanuel, July 2024

    . . . shoah’s ark redux . . . —Tom Cohen

    As for the children, the last ones I might touch, the holocaust has already begun.—Derrida, The Post Card

    We’re Dealing With a Sexual Shoah as It’s Happening—Haaretz, 6 May 2024 

    Today the flame has changed its form and nature, it has become digital, invisible and cold—but precisely for this very reason it is even closer still and surrounds us at every moment.—Agamben, ‘When The House Is On Fire’

    Post internet was likely the last contemporary art movement . . ..—Mat Dryhurst, @matdryhurst, 21 September 2024

    Spite’s closest cousins are Yik Yak, 4chan, Discord, maybe some gaming chat rooms.—Professor Anon, Spite Magazine Chapter 1, 14 October 2024

A GAP IN THE CRITICAL MARKET

On a recent episode of Lil Internet and Carly Busta’s New Models podcast, the hosts make the slept-on point that the autonomous ‘art world’ of Remilia has itself been blanked by the legacy art journal/podcast diaspora, even separated out at this point from the ‘Dimes’ nano-culture machine. New Models is to be praised for minding this gap as much as Charlotte Fang is to be recalled for holding the line against an ongoing attention-coup of faded post-internet artists: there is nothing genuinely visceral about Jon Rafman AI-rerun videos for Ye at this point next to the shifting Remilia timeline abstraction-force. By the same token, there is very little of beauty on that timeline since Milady Sonara Sprite left, but that’s a different beef—a problem Remilia may come to regret (exorcisms rarely work as well as we imagine). Lil Internet notes how New Model’s engagement with Remilia Quarterly editor L.B. Dobis assumes the following position:

    Instead we examine Remilia’s form and its relationship to networked media; how out of it, a new art movement has emerged; and what we might learn from the fact that while this so-called ‘New Net Art’ is deeply entrenched in systems of value and cultural aesthetics, it’s been all but ignored by the traditional art world. Ultimately, Remilia is too important, too significant of a model of possible futures, and understanding it is too valuable, for us to ignore it as well.

Remilia must indeed be taken seriously, to an extent—and this blog has done so before, for example in ‘No Milady NFTs, Not Now: The Return of “Siyuan Zhao” As The Night Of The Living Extinct’ and in ‘No More Miladys, Not Now: A Note On Charlotte Fang (Defanged) As “Miya”’. But Lil Internet and Busta’s analysis is also in some ways more interesting than the Remilia product-line itself and that possibility bears consideration. What and where is internet theory now?

Busta describes Remilia posting as ‘a kind of internet that can escape the rest of the internet’ and the way Remilia makes its own networks as ‘their own artworld’. These are useful indicators. But to begin to deal with these new worlds of art and the ongoing silence in the curatorial market, let’s put forward a few other test-concepts:

    First of all, digital context. For example, in the reception of Honor Levy’s My First Book—a work birthed in and during the online-rush of posting activity that marked the 2020-2023 period ex-post-internet-artists have tried to efface—very little of substance was said of Levy’s pedigree as an artist and poster. The Dimes-affiliation was reduced to a geographical convenience (controversies, the New Right, and so on), to be dissociated from in interviews, so that the irl book-object could be cleanly delivered to a new readership via non-toxic Penguin handlers. But Levy’s writing was not just internet-themed to begin with, it was a writing continuous with posting, and posting is not just writing. My First Book is best read as arising from a digital context that remains to be curated and explored.

    Secondly, let’s call the entirety of the online art of the last ~ four years not just ‘new net art’—as opposed to neo-post-internet art, and its interests—but online writing, where Online Writing would name the world of posting that would take in everything from Based Retard Gang’s briefly infinite virality in 2023, the 2hollis fit pic at the holocaust monument, the children of Dimes Square, Harmony Korine on stage in a demon mask claiming to be the new Drake, the ‘climaxes’ of Jordan Wolfson’s Body Sculpture as seen on YouTube, online presence in the form of angelicism cloning in the summers of 2021-2, the spread of ‘Internet Cinema’, Miladychan (see below), Cheeseworld, the BlackGrid case wrt Ye’s IG photos of Bianca, and so on. In terms of the nano-clout silos of NYC, online writing would also include everything from Alex Bienstock’s various cancelled or self-deleted ig accounts to Peter Vack’s new cine-meme-fiction www.RachelOrmont.com.

    This larger raft of online writing—which Remilia Quarterly could only ever partially locate—is in fact an Extinction Writing (or Posting), a way for writing to flatline across the entirety of available and obsolescing products. Online writing is what we used to call ‘posting’, and ‘posting’ is not just literature, and, given digital context, posting is not just ‘art’. What we mean here is that rn only the internet speaks, and that the internet speaks to itself and has a pure language (reine Sprache) of its own, and also that a digitally suffused climate mutation presents itself inside and at what we have been thinking of as posted content/context. The computers we still use work through ‘generations’, which is to say a latter-day iPhone is tasked with remembering what previous generations of computers knew, including IBM’s Hollerith punch card technology in the camps. The biosphere as it passes from entropy into irreversible vortex-slop also passes through online writing and marks it, scarring it in a way that no one type or enclave of posting can catch up with or efface.

    Is the internet itself therefore not just dead but extinct? Just as Godard named the death of cinema via its near-miss with the camps, and Mitchell Heisman said that Hitler defeated Marx at Auschwitz, the internet broadly speaking cannot but give its own signs, as digital inundation, of a one-off event that runs through the veins of ongoing onlineness. As close as a fentanyl-laced pill, a heat dome, a hate crime, an intake of virally loaded breath, being-online links us through to many new concepts: techno-tele-ecocide, internet-ecocide, our digital ecocide moment, the online eye (or scan) as black ops and structural paranoia, extinction-gaming, ecological shock doctrine, climate apartheid, techno-tele-ecocide apartheid, internet extinction cinema, internet extinction cinema documentary, and so on. These concepts must be launched because they constitute the sensorium of online presence as it is, from hate-loitering to live-posting genocide to interpassive enjoyment to taboo-posting to screencapping intellectuals. We can quickly add to these new ciphers as follows: online physics, party noise and static, extinction physics, infinite seethe, the extinction unconscious, online extinction physics, the online extinction unconscious, online extinction unconscious physics. 

Angelicism and Remila have been missed, therefore—and this missing has the force of necessity on its side. Angelicism and Remilia are too niche, too scary, for the legacy art journal diaspora that is so busy failing it omits what has happened since 2019 beyond identity art and the return of the neo-net-art-complex. Online writing is missed, and necessarily so. It must be missed. There is something resistant in this new traced-out ext posting and writing. Being online at the end of time is perfect, just like war—and it is just this war that made itself felt in the last year or so too, with Artforum’s inability to keep up with the Gazafication of the whole earth, and all that is about to happen there.

PRODUCT ANALYSIS OF MILADYCHAN, WHICH ADVANCED BRIEFLY, THEN FAILED

    Total cheerleader.—Laurence A. Rickels, The Case of California

Miladychan, like a seismic re-eruption of gadget love, advanced in the internet’s claim to immediacy. A telephotography of typing, an interesting becoming-writing of posting, other examples of the same, despite appearances, would be: television’s og ‘liveness’, broadcast transference in group analysis, Spite Magazine, the angelicism-blowjob scene in Vack’s www.RachelOrmont.com, and the pure feed (yes, the mother) of the internet itself as beautiful organism. I am writing to you right now, says Miladychan, and you may see it, the dream as rerun, a simulcast, like a superintelligent fact-checking in real time.
Did not find video

The new internet mourning itself in the old internet which is the new one, the internet after all which archives (only) its auto-extinction, including the extinction of the distinctions it wants to make (see below), which means, alas, Miladychan couldn’t help but be old typing in new boxes. ‘Is not this affection of the photographer for these implements or signs fallen into disuse also an affect of the delay, of the delay without return?’ The basic tagline remains:

    miladychan is a realtime imageboard inspired by the early 00’s anonymous imageboard and its culture—embracing the loosely organized discussion & light-hearted funposting enabled by anonymity and transciency.

Let’s go into this word ‘realtime’ and see what it says and does, see what it fr fr connects and fails to liaise in terms of the vital connection. First of all, some delay will be located, anonymously, despite the claims of the realtime to be the new primetime encounter, without delay, without retardation.¹ Second of all, by which we mean the same, it is impossible to imagine history, the history of technology, without obsolescence effects which are themselves more than immediate, super-immediate, in excess of superforreal. What is it that Milady is—was—mourning? If 4chan was so perfect why did you stop posting and lurking and go on Twitter for the past three years?
		
@MiladyZuma 28 June 2024

History, history as the historicity of technology, is seen to be discreetly but surely exposed, recounted, analyzed, ‘objectified’, ‘typed’—screenshots as such—by the objective or the lens flare (‘capping’)—precisely as the history of ruin or disuse, the history of obsolescence and continued live passive holocausting (stay online to watch it go). 4chan, an abandonware, is given even more old-time-stickiness such that the Internet may remain, night and day, your only Heimat. You can see me typing this right now, yes, yes, but everything I see as something I see is therefore about to pass, is gone. Internet art is not over because it’s gone, we mean, but it’s fully gone because it’s, just now, a thing of the past—posted.

REMYCHAN: THE EXTINCTION OF ALL DISTINCTIONS IN TIME (C. FANG AS STILL, LOL, OBV, IN TREBLINKA, WITHOUT KNOWING THE NAMES)

Even Kamala Harris might have understood before it was too late that Remilia’s new product ‘Miladychan’ was the very opposite of something new, thereby putting Remy’s chan all the way back in the online-Shoah-redux industrial complex, already months back in 2024. Let me tell you that I am typing these words and that even though you cannot see me typing them they are nonetheless definitely painfully real, or at least as painfully real as anything else in front of you—isn’t this the real difference? The shizorepute of Remilia (‘there is no genocide’, after all) is Miladychan in Auschwitz. ‘Magic’, Remilia’s sleight of hand, is just that—a failsafe token of This Is How We All Went Extinct Online (T.I.H.W.A.W.E.O.).

Let’s make it simple for the first-in super-synchronous latecomers, and referring throughout to the Master-Plan PDF: ‘Realtime chat’ is claimed to be ‘the latest achievement from Remilia corporation technologies’, but what is ‘realtime chat’ since ‘realtime chat’ already exists? To ask this question is already to be ‘part of the magic’. Or rather, let’s just say, to ask this question is to type this question— since the ‘magic’ Remilia claims belongs to realtime chat is defined by nothing more than the very act of ‘typing’ and its visibility, the becoming-digital (arachnoidid fingers, after all) of your epoch and time of late extinction writing. But let’s go back and try to get this distinction right, for real, right now, otherwise we might just be writing up a distinction of extinction.

IBM AND THE HOLOCAUST

    (When I went to Freiburg, it was explained to me that today Germany holds this record, the record for records precisely: for every subject the greatest quantity of information stocked on the State computer. The great central switchboard spits it all out for you in a second, the civil, medical, scholastic, judicial und so weiter dossiers).—Derrida, The Post Card

In Edwin Black’s book IBM and the Holocaust he makes the argument that Hitler was the first anti-Semitic dictator to have the computer at his disposal. Black claims,

    Der Fuhrer’s obsession with Jewish destruction was hardly original. There had been czars and tyrants before him. But for the first time in history, an anti-Semite had automation on his side. Hitler didn’t do it alone. He had help.

This help came from IBM, among many others on the Anglo-American scene. Black’s thesis is that the holocaust was so monumental a task that it could only be done with the help of computers and yet the problem was that computers (in the modern sense) did not exist at the time. The holocaust ‘called for a computer’ and yet the computer which was needed to ‘do the holocaust’ did not exist. But there is a final solution:  

    IBM’s Hollerith punch card technology did exist.

In the earlier history of punching and typing and even (hanging) chads, in the typology of the hours you punch in and how the votes are sometimes faked and counted out, there is a conspiracy race-to-the-bottom aesthetics of racists and their computers, and let’s say this has always been a matter of typing. Computers did not exist for Hitler but a punch card technology did. Like 4chan message boards, punch card technology machines are a relatively old tech, not even really a primitive form of AI but something more like a type-cast. It ‘called’ for a computer and yet the computer did not exist, and so IBM—already an American kind of ‘internet’ writing out of count—stepped in.

Perhaps inevitably, this calling for a computer, as it is called, becomes strangely repetitive and automatic in turn, as Black automates his own (surely somewhat good) point again and again:

    To search generations of communal, church, and governmental records all across Germany—and later throughout Europe—was a cross-indexing task so monumental, it called for a computer. But in 1933, no computer existed.

    When the Reich needed to mount a systematic campaign of Jewish economic disenfranchisement and later began the massive movement of European Jews out of their homes and into ghettos, once again, the task was so prodigious it called for a computer. But in 1933, no computer existed.

    When the Final Solution sought to efficiently transport Jews out of European ghettos along railroad lines and into death camps, with timing so precise the victims were able to walk right out of the boxcar and into a waiting gas chamber, the coordination was so complex a task, this too called for a computer. But in 1933, no computer existed.   

It called for a computer, no kidding; but in 1933, the year of Dr Mabuse and his typed out tele-prophetic orders, no such computer existed.² To say that the distinctions (in extinction) Remilia—as just a passing example on the pile-on history of online extincto-writing—relies upon for its fallacious promotion of Miladychan are fine is something of an understatement, it is to say the least; but since they are distinctions-in-extinction no real objection can be made or take place. Because ‘realtime chat’ already exists—even the editor of Spite Magazine can screenshot I mean grock this—then the categorization needs to be literally hyped up and out. Realtime has to equate to something more (hyped, typed, shot), and the ‘magic’ here is in upgrading what is real into something that is less so to be more. Yes, ‘realtime chat’ is straightaway also described as ‘hyperrealtime communication’ or ‘HRTC’ or even ‘supersynchronous communication’. The idea that this super fine distinction (actually the magic only of hype-distinction) is fooling nobody won’t fool anyone, since it was always Remilia’s job to fool every last fool and do it well.

THE DIGITAL RELATION

Pinging back (to) the wider scans, skipping generations of computers (and there is never any unity of generations within the computer, from which a great deal follows), all this decides itself on the side of a certain irreversibility of the digital relation. What proceeds in this way (internet entropy) can’t be gone back on. What happened on the internet doesn’t just stay there but moves and travels on from its own date-mark (Zeitmarke), time-stamp, repost, screen-‘shot’. It goes on, comes back, re-collects—and this means that the internet like the unconscious has no sense of time (this new tech really is, fr, the same old thing). The internet-unconscious, if there is one, refuses to recognize any real kind of interruptive now, and therefore any sense of ‘the new’. The internet, powered by a constantly renewing sense of the new, is really a static field, invaded by the recent past; un-updatable; an artificially stupid rigidity. R.I.P. whatever’s next.
		
screenshot from Vack’s www.RachelOrmont.com

As soon as the electronic relation takes hold, all the names and events of history start returning but as entries in the digital archive. Whether 2016 threatening return in 2024, or 4chan as Remychan, which is really the split in times as felt all the way through internet knowledge (extinction physics), from the conspiracy of Hitler as sovereign monster to the exposing of set theory’s collapse and end. That internet knowledge is passed off as conspiracist means of course that there is after all some there all the way there, some ‘there’ threatening ‘knowing’ in all directions. 

What internet epistemology irreversibility impresses on us is digital inscription as an even more dangerous thermal dooming than ecocide. When the vibe shifted through us this meant that the end itself would not stay the same. The end itself shifted (in place) and changed and in at least two directions. To view that which comes last or the last thing that happened as that which will last is a pre-digital fallacy.

‘THE FEELING OF A PHONE CALL’
		

    Refound here the American student with whom we had coffee last Saturday, the one who was looking for a thesis subject (comparative literature) , I suggested to her something on the telephone in the literature of the 20th century (and beyond), starting with, for example, the telephone lady in Proust or the figure of the American operator, and then asking the question of the effects of the most advanced telematics on whatever would still remain of literature. I spoke to her about microprocessors and computer terminals, she seemed somewhat disgusted. She told me that she still loved literature (me too, I answered her, mais si, mais si). Curious to know what she understood by this.—Derrida, The Post Card

So what is the distinction between? Let’s say between death and extinction. Stay on the line because I (in the third-person all the way this time) just might have something to type: that is, if realtime chat (which is actually not real but hyperreal, but is still called ‘real’, so as to be more, uh, real) is what is being sold, then what is it defined against? According to the Master-Plan PDF again, ‘realtime chat’ is distinct from nothing less than ‘realtime communication’. The difficulty for ‘Remilia Jackson’ can be seen in real and realtime terms only, that the distinction of extinction they make folds the distinction itself into extinction by distinguishing between ‘realtime communication’ and ‘realtime chat’. Miladychan is a chat that takes place in ‘realtime’ as opposed to normie chat which takes place instead in ‘realtime’.³ As we say, even a lobotomized Methuselah-age Joe Biden can see that the distinction between realtime and realtime is not exactly real.

We are expected to believe that the visibility of the act of typing makes all the difference, right-now. Realtime, as opposed to, uh, realtime, is said to ‘aggressively change’ the conversation dynamic, visibility here helping us edge closer and closer to (and here the problems accrue) ‘vocal conversation’. Instead of becoming more subvocal and more tele-techno-pathic, the act of writing as visible act somehow paradoxically brings the Remilia ‘slave’ (content producer) closer to speech—to Alexander Graham Bell and ‘the feeling of a phone call’. How this axis change functions is once again hardly clear, unless we try it:

    most think of it as a simple throwaway gimmick when hearing of it, but there is a definite ‘magic’ to trying it; one which persists into high stickiness based on remilia’s live research trials.

Like Pfizer but this time more fun, Remilia hides its realest confessions in a PDF pull-out sheet it can assure itself you will be too busy typing to read in detail and also it would be naïve to care, right? The superreal realtime remychan online ‘funferal’ (Joyce, lol) is thought by most to be a ‘simple throwaway gimmick’, as if it were made and built on no real distinction at all, and yet since the distinction really does fail to distinguish it(self), then one can and must ‘try’ it and this is where ‘magic’ occurs (praxis, buy-in), assuming your own waiting for the magic to occur will of course mean something other than you having to pay first, which it won’t.
	Image	
Source: the Internet.

Miladychan is so aggressively new that it has actually taken place before, not just in the shape of the original chan posting communities but as ‘realtime imageboards’ which themselves used the same live-typing-visibility feature (or boring old Google docs). Miladychan is in fact an ‘abandonware’, finally, without delay, and of course on the whole nothing is really being claimed about it and in its name, except that it is aggressively new and different: ‘realtime is the future of online communication’.⁴ In other words, realtime, which comes from the past, looks like the past, and approximates the visibility of the act of writing to oneself that writing has always been, is not the past but the future of writing.

Hearing myself write, performative pause, writing and surveillance: indeed, in many ways Miladychan, which I have test-driven for fun, is closer to surveillance than spontaneity and live-writing rather than vocality. Since none of this really makes sense, except as a distinction in extinction, landing Miladychan and its total cheerleaders in Auschwitz with all the other IBM paper machines and screenshotting intellectuals, the last resort will be trying it out oneself, but that’s somewhat final. Like the holocaust joke Gabriel Smith stole from Žižek, we can always quip you had to be there, or that God wouldn’t get it, since genocide—we mean the passive holocaust to come—is something there isn’t. In Badiou Hitler himself is the main adherent of the ideology and crisis of finitude for just that reason, which means that Auschwitz isn’t really something that happened since it was all too final for that—what has to remain is the infinity of fun, a happening distinction that is also, alas, all too now.⁵

When announcements are made like this, of the aggressive differentiation, there is fr something Dr Mabusey about it, a maze of time-chain gaze-raping that only makes sense in terms of the group’s presumed psychotechnological reception before and after the crime. The crime here is the online product itself—the internet as what we did while we went extinct, and so what sends us out in that way—and the distinction in extinction it makes like a static party noise, in this case a messageboard abandonware that magically starts to act like the telephone that Proust loved and Freud always hated⁶ (other lovers of the same ilk include Dasha, the Zionist climate-change-denier angel pussy girl who finally does act in Peter Vack’s angelicism vehicle extinction porn flic and loves to get off on the phone, not to mention the old-tech (‘unlistenable’)⁷ of Wet Brain and Andy Warhol). If miladychan can approach the reality of the phone, then Charlotte Fang might have achieved something, at last: I can’t believe we’re so on the line right now and that I can see you typing . . .

SPITE—CHAN (TLDR) R.I.P.

It’s pronounced spite, for real, nigga, not spite.fr. Fuck up off my IG and stop screenshotting my ass. Teenage rapper Nettspend says Adolf Hitler ‘lowkey had aura’. Pull up to Dimes Square Spite Volume 4 launch watch me kill myself. The internet on which we went extinct was an artefact of variation (last version). LATE ZIONISM, just like Spite Magazine but without the spite. LATE STAGE EXTINCTO-COLLABORATIONISM, just like Spite Magazine but without the giant paranoid spider structure in the sky. EXORCISM 01. SWAGLESS IN GAZA. WHITHER INTELLIGENCE. ECOCIDE AND REPETITION. Infinitely retarded finitistic infinist. Second passive holocaust to come or heaven singularity? Your choice, dead-man-God. A coherentist provocation that plays on cybernetic fragility. SPITECHAN-proto-ubi-bait-lapse-overkill.⁸ Have you tried posting on the new lit messageboard within?

Miladychan spiteposting doxxmaxxing ‘art’ is prime time internet retard (relapse) real estate. FKA-Miladychan ‘typing’ is mimetic ideology. Spite screenshotting or even shooting is the final retardism but next time it will be worse. Spite screenshooting or shotting is an episode in the history of typing but next time the universe was magic. It, as the farthest trick of lethal aesthetic ideology just as extinction’s fade, an end that is all end, renders imperceptible the mistaking for perception or phenomenality (screenshot live sex act Shoah bait) of a linguistic and mnemonically programmed after-effect. Like GG Bussy briefly infinite during his Galaxy 500 phase, like our infinite vaping Asian typewriter monkeys uttering ‘you guys’ one too many times, like the way we once stanned Wigger Minji as the new post apocalypse Spite Era Queen, even once it was a robodenihilist time-trash niche (daylight regression, you can see the ‘I’ that no longer exists typing this right now . . . like that drawing of Howard Hughes in his final days featured in the first part of Godard’s Histoire(s) is obv the first and last neet).

Miladychan was at best Kanye’s destroyed Malibu dream home. Spitechan will at best be rotation of ext as animacy into gratitude supreme. Lowkey Ye’s Bully not existing yet is still the best thing I can type. Bro shut up I’m tryna post.⁹
1

Derrida refers in Athens, Still to ‘a permanently delayed action [retardement à demeure]’. Technology is like that.
2

Rickels writes in this connection, ‘One detail almost outflies repression by summoning the German science fiction going into Fritz Lang’s films prior to the traumatic era of realization of their high points.’ In Lang’s Dr Mabuse everything is there; it takes place ‘prior to the traumatic era of realization of its high points’. In 1933 Hofmeister uses the telephone to describe a huge criminal conspiracy and this is also the year the Dulles brothers were in Berlin funding Hitler. (See final section of this essay.)
3

You feel me? You feel the difference in extinction?
4

On the issue of delay, see Anthony Curtis Adler’s slept-on The Afterlife of Genre: Remnants of the Trauerspiel in Buffy the Vampire Slayer: ‘This alone crowns the counter-plots and defers the end of time. In just this way, moreover, Buffy the Vampire Slayer exposes the theological foundations not just of the serial, but also of the “action” show or film.’
5

Badiou says in The End, ‘That is to say that the doctrinaire adherent of finitude, truly the greatest doctrinaire adherent of finitude, was Hitler.’ For Badiou, finitude is always on the receiving end, so to speak; finitude is that thing, the waste-product, all that shit, shit itself, and what Joe Biden called, just before Trump’s victory, ‘trash’. Rickels, for example, writes somewhat differently that, ‘Trump follows Napoleon and Hitler in destroying the century he incarnates’. Does Badiou know that his absolute formal ontology is flooded with what the internet calls shit?  
6

Freud disliked the telephone and avoided it whenever possible. He called it ‘a fat wad of dirty pieces of paper’. Doesn’t posting sometimes feel the same? For Proust the phone was oceanic and maternal, for Freud fat (maternal?) and dirty (remote, shit?). The internet invisibly arranges itself between the same poles.
7

Honor Levy called Wet Brain ‘unlistenable’ when asked in Vanity Fair about it by an interviewer who ‘was listening to a couple episodes of Wet Brain before we chatted’. But Honor is always punning even and especially when she tells you she isn’t, which she does a lot, both of these things I mean, and it’s obviously funny that a telephone show like Wet Brain is now ‘unlistenable’, which it is. But also, what was not heard?
8

Infrared in Korine’s Aggro Dr1ft is screenshot red fr, or this version.
9

*Bro shut up I’m tryna type.
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